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SYNOPSIS.
CnF-Uin- an Heman Atklna wants te
at Cy Whlttaker' place. Cy unsxpect
dlr return to hit boyhood home.
Every one In IHyport venerates and

fesrs Atkins except Cy. Atkins opposes
the lelectlon of Miss Phoebe Dawea as
teacher.

Cy champion Thoebe Dawn
Atkins, and ahe ! elected teacher. Cy

enntti Mr. Beasley aa housekeeper.
Cy discharges Mrs. Deaalty. Emily

Richard Thorn, axed eight, arrive it
Cr' olaxa

Bhe is en orphan and ha come to live
with him, although he did not Invite her
to do 10.

Cy I furlo'j, but he grows fond of her
and keep her. lie nickname ner -- uo n,
and he learn to love him.
HI rhotbe Dawes an3 Captain Cy save

Emily from an ugly cow. The captain
admires the teacher.

Captain Cy. to help Phoebe, decide to
run as a candidate tor membership on
Ujj school .committee.

"We we didn't know you had com
pany, Whit." said Asaph. "Wo been
up to Simmons', nnd Alphous sold you
was thin nnd penked nnd looked sick,
Said you bought snss'p'rilla and nil
kind of truck. lie was nfrntd you
bad fever and was out of your head,
crulsln' round In the rain with no um
brella. The sang weren't tnlkln' of
nothln' else, so me nnd Bailey thought
we'd come right down."

"That's kind of you, I'm sure. Take
jour things off and set down. No: I'm
sorry to disappoint Smalley and the
rest, but I'm able to be up and er
make my own bed. thank you. So AI
pheus thought I looked thin, hey?
Well, If I had to live on that soup lie

old me I'd bo thlnner'n I am now.
You tell him that canned hot water Is
all right If you like It, but It seems n
shame to put mud la It It only
changes the color and don't help the
taste."

Mr. Hangs, who was still staring at
Emily, now ventured n remark.

"Is that a relation of yours, Cy?" be
asked.

"That? Oh! Well, no, not exactly.
And yet I don't know but she is. Fel
lers, this Is Emmie Thomas. Can't
you shake hands, Emmie?"

The child rose, laid down tho maga
zine, which was opened at the colored
picture of a group of ladles In crlno-
line and chignons, and, going across
the room, extended a band to Mr. Tld
dltt

"Why er how d'ye do? I'm pretty
mart, thank you. How's yourself?"
I'm better now. I guess the sass'

paxilla was good for me."
"'Twan't the sass'p'rilla." observed

the captain with conviction. "'Twas
the 'Arabian balsam.' Ma always
cured me with it, and there's nothln'
finer."

"But what In time" began Bailey,
Captain Cy glanced at the child and
then at the clock.

"Don't you think you'd better turn
In now, Emmie?" he said hastily, cut-
ting off the remainder of the Bangs
query. "It's after 8, and when I was
little I was abed afore that"

Emily obediently turned, gathered up
the Lady's Books and replaced tbem
In the closet Then she went to the
dining room and came back with a
hand lamp.

"Good night," she said, addressing
the visitors. Then, coming close to
the captain, she put her face up for a
tin.

As Bailey told Asaph afterward
Captain Cy blushed until the ends of
the red lapped over at tho nape of his
neck. However, he bent and kissed
the rosy lips and then quickly brushed
bis own with his hand.

"Yes, yes," he stammered. "Wel- l-
ex good night Pleasant dreams to
you. See you In tho raornln'."

The girl paused at the chamber door.
"You won't havo to unbutton my waist
now," she said. "This Is my other one.
and it nln't that kind."

The door closed. Tho captain, with-
out looking at tils friends, led the way
to tho dining room.

"Come on out here," he whispered.
"Wo can talk better here."

Naturally they wanted to know all
about the girl, who she was and where
he camo from. Captain Cy told as

much of the history of the affair as be
thought necessary.

'Toor young onol" he concluded.
"She landed on mo in tho rain, soppln'
wet and lia'f sick. I couldn't turn her
cut then nobody could. Course It's
an eTcrlaBtin' outrage on mo and the
cheekiest thing I ever heard of. But
what could I do? I was fixed a good
deal like an English feller by the name
of Cutenby that I used to know In
Bouth America. He woke up In tho
middle of tho night and found a boa
constrictor curled on the foot of his
bed. Next day, wheu a crowd of us
happened In, therowas Gatenby, white
as a sheet, stariu' down at the snake

nd it sound asleep. 'I didn't invite
him,' he says, "but ho looked so bloom-I- n

comf table I 'adn't the 'cart to dis-
turb 'lm.' Same way with me. The
child seemed so comf'table here I ala't
had tho heart to disturb her yet"

"But ahe said she was goln' to stay,"
put In Bailey. "You ala't goln' to keep
her, ate you?"

The captain' indignation was I-
ntent. .

"Who! Me?" he norted. "What do
yon think I am? I ain't runnln' an or-

phan asylum. No, sir! I'll keep the

roung otic it day or so or mnybe a
week, niul then I'll park her off to
Betsy Howes. I nln't so soft as they
think I am. I ll show 'cm!"

Mr. Tlddltt looked thoughtful.
"She's n kind of cute little girl, ain't

he?" he observed.
Captain Cy's frown vanished, and a

smile took its place.
"That's so," he chuckled. "She Is-n- ow

that's n fact I don't know's 1

ever saw a cuter."
The girl stnyed on nt the Wbittaker

place and grew to bo more ami more
ft part of It, At the end of tin second
week Captain Cy began calling her
"Bos'n."

"A bos'n's n mighty handy man
board ship." he explained, "and

you're so handy hero that It fits In
4rst rate. And. besides, it sounds no

ttturaL My dad called me Bos'n when
1 was little."

Emily accepted the title complacent
ly. She was quite contented to b
called almost anything so long ns she
was permitted to stay with her new
friend. Already the bos'n had taken
charge of the deck and tho rest of the

hip's company. Captain Cy and Lone
some, tho cat, obeyed her orders.

On the second Sunday morning after
her arrival Bos'n suggested that she
and Captain Cy go to church.

"Mother and I always went at
home." she snld. "And Auntie Oliver
used to say meeting was a good thing
for those that needed It"

"Think I need it do you?" asked the
captain, who In shirt sleeves and slip-
pers had prepared for a quiet fore
noon with bis pipe and me notion
Transcript

"1 don't know, sir. I beard whnt you
aid when Loncsomo ate up the steak,

nnd I thought maybo you hadn't been
for a long time. I guesa churches are
different In South America."

So they went to church and sat In
the old Whlttokcr pew. The cnptaln
bad been there once before, when be
first returned to Bayport, but the scr
mon was more somnolent than edify
ing, nnd he hadn't repeated the

The pair attracted much at
tentlon. Fragments or a conversa
tion beard by Captain Cy as they
emerged into the vestibulo bad mo
mentous consequences.

"Kind of n pretty child, ain't she?'
commented Mrs. Eben Sailers, patting
her false front Into place under the
eaves of her Sunday bonnet

Pretty enough In the face." sniffed
Mrs. Tad Simpson, who was wearing
her black silk for the first time since
ita third making over. "Pretty enough
that way. 1 s'posc. But. my land, look
at the way she's rigged old dress.
darned nnd patched up and all out
grown. If I had Cy Whittaker's money
I'd be ashamed to have a relation of
mine come to meetln' that way. Even
If her folks was poorer'n Job's off ox
I'd spend n little on my own account
and trust to gettln' It back some time.
I'd have some care for my own self
respect Look at Alicia Atkins. Bee
bow nice she looks. Them leathers on
ber hat must have cost somethln', I bet
you. Howdy do, Llcla, dear? When's
your pa comin' homer

Tho Honorable Heman had left town
en a business trip to the south. Alicia
was accompanied by the Atkins house-
keeper and. as usual, was garbed re
gardless of expense.

Mrs. Baiters smiled sweetly upon the
Atkins heir and then added In a church
whisper: "Don't she look sweet? I
agree with you, Barab; It la strange
how Captain Wbittaker lets his little
niece go. And him richl"

Niece?" repeated Mrs. Simpson
eagerly. "Who said 'twas his nlece7
I beard 'twas n child he'd adopted out
of borne. There's all sorts of queer
yarns about 1 Oh. good mornln',
Cap'n Cyrus! How do you do?"

The captain grunted an answer to
the effect that ho was bearing up
pretty well, considering. There was a
scowl on his face and be spoke little

, holding Emily by the band, he led
the way home. That evening bo

dropped In at the perfect boarding
bouse and begged to know If Mrs.
Bangs bad any "fashion books" around
that she didn't want

"I mean er er magazines with pic
tures of women's duds In 'cm," be
stammered In explanation. "Bos'n
likes to look at 'em. She's great on

fashion books, Bos'n U."
Keturab got together a half dozen

numbers of the Home Dressmaker and
other periodicals of a similar nature.
The captain took tbem under bis arm
and departed, whispering to Mr. Tld-

dltt aa he passed the latter In the
ball:

Come up by and by, Asc. I want
to talk to you. Bring Bailey along,
If you can do It without startln' di-

vorce proceedln's."
Later, when tho trio gathered In tbo

Wbittaker sitting room. Captain Cy
produced the "fashion books" and
spoke concerning them.

"You see." he said. "1 I've been
thlnkln' tbnt Bos'n Emily, that Is
wan't rigged exactly tbo way she
ought to be. Have you fellers noticed
Iff"

Ills friends seemed surprised. Nei
ther was ready with an Immediate an
swer, so the captain went on.

Course I don't menn sho ain't got
canvas enough to cover ber spars,"
be explained, "but what she has got
has seen conslder'blo weather, and It
seemed to me 'twas pretty nlgb time
to haul ber Into drydock and refit
That's why I borrowed these maga-tine- s

of Ketury. I've been lookln'
tbem over, and there seems to be plen-
ty of riggin' for small craft Xbe only
thing U I don't know what's tbo right
cut for her build. Bailey, you're a
married man. You ought to know
somethln' about women's clothe.
What do you think of this, now?"

He opened one of the magazines and
pointed to the picture of a young girl,
with a waspy waist and tllllnutlan
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reet. who. arrayed In flounces and
iuri)riows. wns louunng gingeny tiown
a flight of mnrhle steps. She cnrrled
a parasol In one band, nnd the other
neia me cnu of n enoin to which n
long hatred dog wns attached.

The town clerk and his companion
lnocted the young lady with delib-
eration and Interest.

"Well, what do you say?" demanded
Captain Cy.

"I don't care much for them kind of
dogs." observed Asnph thoughtfully

"Good Innd! Von don't s'po-- they
heave the dog In with the clothe for
good measure, do you? Bailey, what's
your opinion?"

Mr. Hangs looked wise
"I should say," he said "yes. sir, I

should say that was a real stylish rig

out Only thing Is that girl Is consld-
er'blo less fleshy than Emily. This
one looks to me as If she was breakln'
In two amidships. Still. I t'peso likely
the duds don't conic ready made, so
they could be let out some to flt
What's the price of a suit like that
Whit?"

"'Afternoon gown for miss of six-

teen' " ho rend. "Humph! That settles
that, first crack. Bos'n ain't but half
of sixteen."

"Anyway," put In Asaph, "you need
somethln' she could wear forenoons If
she wanted to. What's this one? Sho
looks young enough."

The "one" referred to turned out to
bo a "coat for child of four." It was
therefore scornfully rejected. One
after another the different magazines
were examined and tho pictures dis
cussed. At length n "costume for miss
of eight years" was pronounced to bo
pretty nearly the thing.

"Godfrey scissors!" exclaimed tho
admiring Mr. Tlddltt "That's mighty
swell, nlu't It? What's the stuff goej
Into that. Cy?"

"Mnterlnl. bntlMe, trimmed with
embroidered batiste.' What In time Is
batiste?"

"I don't know. Do you. Bailey?"
"No. never heard of It Ketury

never had nothln' like that I'm sure.
French. I shouldn't wonder. Well.
Kctury's down on the French ever
sencc she read about Napoleon Icavln'
bis fust wife to take up with another
woman. Does It say any wore?"

Let's sec. 'Makes a beautiful gown
for evening or summer wear.' Sum-
mer! Why. by the big dipper, we're
aground again! Bos'n don't want sum-
mer clothes. It's comin' on winter."

lie threw the magazine on the floor.
rubbed his forehead and then burst
Into a laugh.

"For goodness sake, don't tell any
body about this business, boys!" he
said. "I guess I must be bavin' an
early spring of second childhood. But
when I heard those women at the
meetln' house goln' on about how
pretty Llcla Atkins was got up and
how mean nnd shabby Bos'n looked
it made be bile. And. by the big dip
per, I will show 'em somethln' afore
I get through too! Only dresstn' lit'
tie girls is some off my usual course.
Bailey, does Ketury make ber own
duds?"

Why, no! Course she helps and
stands by for orders, but Eflle Taylor
comes and takes the wheel while the
rlggtn's goln' on. Effle's a dressmaker
and- "-

Tbcre! See. Ase? It Is some good
to have a married man aboard, after
alt A dressmaker's what wo want
I'll hunt up Effle tomorrow."

CHAPTER YIIL
bunt up a dressmaker theSI did, with the result

MLss Taylor came to the
hlttaker place each day dur

ing the following week, and Emily
was, as the captain said, "rigged out
fresh from main truck to keelson." In
this "rigging" Cnptaln Cy and his two
partners Joslab Dlmlck had already
christened the pair "tho board of
strategy" took a marked Interest
They were on band when each new
garment was tried on, and tbey ap-
proved or criticised as seemed to them
best

Ono Sunday Cyrus took the Bos'n for
a long walk. On the horizon the sand
bills of Wellmouth notched the blue
sky. The girl drew a long breath.

"Ob!" she exclaimed. "Isn't this Just
lovely? I do like the sea an awful lot"

"Say, Bos'n," he said a few minutes
later, "I've been thlnkln' about you
You've been to school, haven't you?"

Course I have." was the rather In
dignant answer. "1 went two years In
Concord. Mamma used to help me
nights too. I can read almost all the
llttlo words. Don't I help you read
your paper most every night?"

"Surtln you do! Yes, yes! Well, our
school opens tomorrer, nnd I've been
thlnkln' that maybe you'd better go.
There's a new tencher coraln', nnd I

hear she s pretty good."
"Don't you know? Why. Mr. Tld

dltt said you was the one that got her
to come here!"

Yes. Well, Asaph says niott every
thing hut his prayers. Still, he ain't
fur off this time. I cnl'lato I was some
responsible for her belu' voted In. Vet

don't really know anything about
her. You see. I Well, never mind.
What do you think? Want to go?"

Bos'n looked troubled.
"I'd like to." she said. "Courso 1

want to leant how to read the big
words too. But I llko to stay at borne
with you more."

You do, hoy? Sho, sho! Well, I
guess I can get along between times.
Qeorgtana's there to keep mo straight,
and she'll see to tbo dust and the
dishes."

The child thought for a moment
"I think you're awful good," she

sald. "I like you next to mamma.
even better than Auntie Oliver," I

Bos'n wandered off In search of late
goldenrod, Tho captain. niok.ed and I

meditated. By nnd by the puffs were
loss frequent, and the clgnr went out
It fell from his lingers. With his back
agnltitt n pine tree Captain Cy dozed
peacefully.

Ho awoke with n Jump. Something
had awakened him, but ho did not
know what. Ho blinked and gazed
about 111 ni. Then he heard a fntnl
scream.

"Uncle!" screamed Bos'n
Uncle Cyrus, help tne! Come quick!"

The next moment the captain wa
plunging through tho scrub of huckle
berry and bnybcrry bushes, bumping
Into pines nnd smashing the branches

aide as lie ran In the direction of tlir
tall.

Back of the pine grove was a big In
closed pasture nenrlr nnsrfer of
mile long. Its rear boundary was ths
Iron fence of the cemetery. The other
three sides were marked by rail fences
and n stone wull. As the cnptaln floun-

dered from "the grove nnd vaulted tho
rail fimco he swore aloud.

"By the big dipper." ho groaned.
"It's that cussed hclfcr! I forgot her,
Keep dodgln', Bos'n, girl! I'm com
In,."

Tho pasture wns tenanted by a red
and white cow belonging to Sylvanus
Cahoon. Whether or not the animal
had during ber calfhood days been In-

jured by a woman Is not known. Pos-

sibly her behavior was due merely to
Innate depravity. At any rate, she
cherished a mortal hatred toward hu-

man beings of her own sex. With
men and boys she wns meek enough,
but no person wearing skirts nnd alono
might venture In that Held without
being chased by that cow. What
would happen If the pursued one wa
caught could only be surmised, for so
far no female bad erntltted herself to
be caught. Few would come even so
near as the other side of tho pasture
walls.

Bos'n had forgotten the cow. Sho
h.id gone from one goldenrod clump to
another until she had traversed nearly

HVEt. '
ISCATl OO HOUEf OltDUUCD ins xanr.
tbe length of the Held. Tben the vi
cious creature bad appeared from be-

hind a knoll In the pasture and. bead
down and bellowing wickedly, bad
rushed upon ber. When the captain
reached the furoff fence the little girl
was dodging from one dwarf pine to
the next with the cow in pursuit The
pines were few, and Bos'n wss nearly
at the end of ber defenses.

"nelpt" she screamed. "Ob. uncle.
where arc you? What shall I do?"

Captain Cy roared In answer.
"Keep It up!" be yelled. "I'm

Shoo, you evcrlastln' critter! I'll
break your back for you!"

Tbe cow didn't understand English.
It seemed, even such vigorous Eng-
lish as tbe captain was using. Emily
dodged to tbo last pine. Tbe animal
was close upon ber. ner rescuer was
still far away.

And then tbe cemetery gate opened
and another person entered the pa-
sturea small person, a woman. She
said nothing, but, picking up ber skirts,
ran straight toward the cow, heedless
of tbe latter' reputation and vicious
appearance. One band clutched the
gathered skirts; in the other she held
a book.

"Don't bo scared, dear," she called
reassuringly, then to the cow: "Stop
It! Go away, you wicked thing!"

The animal beard tbe volco and
turned. Seeing that the newcomer
was only a woman, the lowered her
bead nnd pawed the ground.

"Uun for tbo gate, little girl!" com-
manded tbe rescuer. "Run quick!"
Bos'n obeyed. She made a desperate
dash from ber pine across tbe open
space and In unother moment was safe
Inside tbe cemetery fcuce.

"Scat! Go home!" ordered tho Indy,
advancing toward tho row nnd xhuk-In- g

the book at her ns If the volume
was some sort of deadly weapon
"Aren't you inhumed of yourself? Go
away! You needn't growl ut mel I'm
not a bit nfrulJ of you!"

The "growling" wus the muttered
bellow with which tbe cow was wont
to terrorize her femlulne victims Hut
thin victim refuted lu b terrorized
Instead of Rcrenuiliig und running, she
continued lu ndvnuce. brumlUhlug the
book und rux-iitlit- ber orders (but the
creature "go home" nt once. The cow
did not know what to inula- - of It, Be-

fore she could decide whether to
charge or retretit h good klzed stick
descended uoii her buck with a
"whack" that nettled the question
Captain Cy hud reached the scene ot
battle.

Tben the rescuer' courage teemed
to desert her, for she ran back to the
cemetery even faster than she bad
run from It. Wheu the Indignant caii--

taln, having pursued nnd chastised tbe
cow until the stick was but a splin-
tered remnant, reached tbe haven be--

hind tbe Iron fence he found her tooth- -

lag tbe frightened Bos'n. who was
sobbing nnd hrtirrnl

I (umunueu next woe.)

NOT A BAD MATCH

By DON LA QRANQE.
One day tbo good Deacon Penny--

bone, of the village of Delhi, found
it necessary to drive over to the vil
lage of Wharton, tlx mile away. Ha
was hitching up his horse and buggy
when Mrs. Hannah Savaga came to
the homo to say:

"Deacon, they say you aro going to
drlvo over to Whnrton today?"

"Yes, 1 am," was the reply.
"Got a load?"
"Only a Jug to be filled with Ho."
"You know my sister Sarah lives

over there?"
"Yes, (uett the do, though I hain't

much of a hand to keep track of
folk' litter."

"Well, Sarah's got a baby a year
old, and she write me that It can't
walk yet Something scorns to be lb
matter with hla knee or back."

"It sure orter bo walkin' at a year
old. They sy I wasn't quite ten
month old when I could trot right
out door. Do you want to tend any
word to Sarah?"

"I want to drive over and back with
you."

"All right You be ready In fifteen
minute. Guest the old mare can take
us both and not git tuckered out"

Deacon Pennybone wa a widower.
Hannah Savage wa a widow.
Tbey had both lived In Delhi for

years, and both belonged to tbe same
church, but gossip had never even
hinted a marriage between tbem. It
had never hinted that either ono of
them would marry again.

Tho drive to Wharton wa made.
Tho deacon went to get hi Jug filled
with oil, and the widow to tee her
lister and tbe baby. The baby wat
walking all right The next day after
Ita mother bad written about It walk- -

let condition It bad got choked on
a spool of thread and been shook and
dangled head downwards with vigor-
ous hand! Ten minute later It wa
taking It first step.

Tbe drive oat and back wa pleas
ant The widower and widow talked
about the new spire for the meeting
houso that was going to be erected
tho death of 811a White' cow the
plentltudo of potato-bug- s the success
of the late Sunday school picnic and
even tho best way of killing off bur
dock (o they would itay killed, but
not a word nor a hint of anything
closer. They were Jutt neighbors. If
the subject of the heathen of Africa
had been brought up they might have
discussed it for mllet to the exclu
sion of all site.

The deacon's titter was his house
keeper. She wa a tour-face- old
maid with a sharp tongue, and when
her brother got back borne the felt it
ber duty to (ay something. She there-
fore remarked:

I suppose ths match was at least
half-mad- s today?"

What match V asked ths deacon.
She't been trying to catch a man

for ths last Ave years."
"Ruth, who you talkln' aboutr
"Why, the widow Savage."
"What' wrong with her?"
"She'd like to change her name to

Pennybone!"
Say, now," replied the deacon as

he fired up, "you quit talkln' that wayl
She hain't the tllghtttt Idea of It If
be has I hain't"

All wldders wast to marry again,"
said the sitter.

"Then let 'em marry, but none of
em will marry me!"

When tbe widow Savace sot home
Mrs. Goodhue, a nelahbor. dronted In
to ask about tbe baby over at Whar--

ton that couldn't walk. She was given.
full Information, and then she re- -

marked:
'Lot of folks thought It funny."
'What was?"
'Your riding over there with Dea

con Pennybone."
'But I don't see anything funny

about that"
'Well, you hadn't been gone half an

hour when the ttory was around that
you and tbe deacon had gone away
to get married."

'Upon my soul I The deacon and
me get married! Why, he don't want
me, and I don't want him. If the
fool-kille- r would come along he'd find
plenty to do In this town!"

"Tben then "
Then nothing!"
What a curious thing la human na

ture! Here were two people who
were neighbors and "friends nothing
more. Tbey hadn't thought of each
other once a week, unlets happening
to meet Hut now, because a sour-temper-

old maid and a gossipy
neighbor made a tow remarks tbey be
gan thinking of each other.

"By gosh!" said tbo deacon to him
self as he sat down to milk tho cow
that evening, "tbe wldder Savaga
wouldn't bo such a bad match it a
feller wanted to marry agin. She's
purty good lookln' when she's got ber
Sunday duds on, and the can talk
llko a streak and talk sense too. I've
beard the was a savin' woman, and
bad money in the bank."

And aa the widow Savage cleared
away ber supper dlthes the smiled
and muted;

So tbey thought tbe deacon an1
me were going to elope and get mar-
ried! Um! Gucts he'd be the last
man I'd think of, though I will gay
for him that he's d tad
upright. He pay hla debts ana never
ay anything mean of anybody. If

1 wanted to get married again, which
I don't and tbe deacon wanted to get
married again, wblcb he don't why
why--"

It I highly probable that the dea
con did some more thinking, as la

more Information. Then the had erept
away like a stricken creature trying
to realise th horror of the Umtton.
Brill had been arretted "eaught
with the good!" Llka a lightning
flath cams the recollection of her
word to bin that merBlug! "You
can beg, borrow, or (teal the nonsy
I mutt hate It!" It wa her own
fault She had driven Brill Into crime,
and the law had claimed him.

Up and down the space of her lone-
ly apartment Rote paced, wringing her
hands In Impotent misery. At time
tho told herself It could not be true:
then the sickening certainty gripped
her. drill had not appeared, the din-

ner hour had pasted; no word had
been tent to ber. At tail. In a nerv-
ous panic, tho put on ber hat and
hurried down town. She mutt know
tho wont.

A the stumbled up tho steps of
llrownell Mack company' offices the
taw that there were lights burning
within, and men moving about An
official stopped her at the gate. She
had never been there before and tbe
was unknown.

"It Mr. Slbcrt here yet?" ths
atked faintly. Then, tcarcely know-
ing what the wa doing, tbo puthed
ber way Into ths office. A man' face
peered at her from behind a little
wicket gate, and a volco callod her
name.

"Rote! What are you doing her
Her husband was walking towan

her, and, with a low cry, Rote flung
herself Into hi arm and clung to
him, shaking convulsively.

"Hrlll! Brill, what have you done?
I hoard oh, they shan't take you
away! It' all my fault"

"Rose, Rote, be quiet. I'm all
right I telephoned to the drug store.
Didn't you get my mettagn?"

Ills tone more than his word
calmed ber. She swayed back, and re-

garded him with beseeching eyes.
"Isn't It true, Illlir the whis-

pered, aware now of the presence ot
others. "Wasn't It you? I didn't get
any word; but I beard I thought
watn't somebody arretted? Tbe
cashier?"

"Ye. But why, you poor girl!
Don't you know I'm only the assistant
cashier here? Oh, Rosel"

Their glancet met, and Roso looked
away flushing deeply. Brill patted
her hand tenderly. He had read her
mind at If It had been an open book.

"Sit down a minute, and I'll go home
with you." he laid. "I only stayed to
look over the books. I'll tell you all
about It later."

Roto watched blm In a fascinated
way at he moved to and fro amid tbe
unfamiliar turoundlngs. Sho felt as
If they both had Jutt pasted dote to
tome terrible danger. Tbo aeote of
shamo that mingled with ber relief
made her very humble.

She clung to her hatband's area as
they walked up ths darkened street

It's been an awful day for me.
Hrlll," the acknowledged. "I'll never
be to foolish so horrid sgaln. But
I'm so glad to have you here with me

oh, my dear, I don't care It 1 don't
have a new gown for a year!"

"You'll have one long before that"
declared Hrlll cheerfully. "I'm sorry
promotion bad to come to me In aueh
a way; but after tonight I'm to be
llrownell Mack company's bead cathlsr

and you know what that means. Did
you tay fifty dollars. Rose?"
(Copyright. 1111. by the UcClur News-

paper Syndicate.)

ITS DEATH IS DUE TO TERROR

Sight of Circus Elephant Too Much
for Nervet of Hens Already

Exhausted.

- horse attacaeo to a buggy and
drten r S01 Drown, a North Main
,,reet merchant dropped dead fol- -

'ln in nn eiapnani
patted along tbe streets.

Brown went before Squire Kearney
and got out an attachment against one
ot the show's zebras. The Instrument
wat terved by a deputy from Kear-
ney's court and the parade went out
minus ont xebra.

Managers of the circus finally set-
tled matter with Brown by paying
blm for tbe bora.

It wa late one afternoon when ani-
mal from the show bad been un-

loaded and walked from tbe train to
tbe ground.

Brown bad the buggy atandlng near
Decatur street HI horse paid no
attention to the camels, the hunch-
back oxen or other classes ot what
circus men call hay animals. They
pasted without cautlng It to ralte Its
eyee.

Pretently thcro came out of a cloud
of duat a giant elephant Its head
was erect, and when Its driver
speared it Jutt tbe leaat bit to make It
mind there came a nolto like a boy
yelling down a rain barrel and
Brown's horse reared on Its bind legs.

It lunged forward and then tell
over. Tbero wa a kick or two from
It and tho animal wa dead. Mem-
phis (Tclu.) Dispatch to tbe New
York Sun.

Girl Played Ghoit
A ghoit has been laid low at Paris.

Alarmed every night by mysterious
noises, Bomo tenant of an apartment
bouse gave notice to leave. The land-
lord had recourse to the police, and
three detectives spent a night In the
house. At midnight tbe muffled beats
began aa usual Revolvers In hand the
detectives searched every room until
at last they found, a little girl of thir-
teen, Yvonne, Vancreveulng.'tlHlng In
her nightdress on. the side of list bed
and kicking the shaft conveying tbe
water and gas pipe through the build-
ing. She said the liked to hear tbe
neighbor In the morning talking about
the ghost of tbe night before. Tbe
metal carried tbe sound to every room
la tbe bouse.


